*    TRAVEL    *

minutes we came in contact with a large shoal of Drift
Ice and stove in one of the loading Ports, through which
the water rushed in a fearful and alarming manner and
had it not been for the presence of mind of a young man
belonging to Kinghorn, by name John Ramsay who
fortunately slept in that Birth, I say fortunately ... for
all in the dark poor Jock jumped out of his hammock and
took the first bed and bedding he could lay his hands on
(which Happened to be Michael White's) and stuffed
them into the Port Hole and secured them as best he
could before a single soul on board even the Captain
knew that she was stove. ... He with great coolness and
deliberation afterwards came aft and told the Captain
who by this time was on deck and here I must give the
Captain every credit... .

The port was patched up ... but still she was making
a great deal of water and the passengers volunteered to
stand by the pumps and allow the men to work the ship.
... I think we got clear of that drift of Ice that day and
stood away for new Newfoundland . . . but at midnight
we again had the misfortune to fall in amongst the Ice
a second time and there we were doomed to remain 10
or 11 days, for the greater part of which time I do not
know how our frail bark escaped the tremendous batter-
ing of the Ice you may imagine the incessant roar of
Thunder or the continual battering of Cannon in battle
. . . for it was crash after crash which to all human
appearance we could not withstand....'
From a private letter.